The Irony of Love 


Sometimes 

I feel like the loneliest person in the world. 
I have no one to talk to. 

I have no one who understands me. 

I have no one at all. 


It is said that you can talk to God. 

I have not the ability to hear Him if He answers. 

I cannot see Him. 

I have not been blessed with transcendental vision. 


Life is sometimes so cruel. 

Yet it is always fair. 

What have I done to deserve this empty life? 
Who did I wrong? 

Where did I go wrong? 

What is wrong with me? 


Speak your mind, but say 


what's in your heart. 


I thought I was in love once. 
That was a long time ago. 

It seems like ages. 
Lifetimes. 

What is love? 


Love is a disease with no cure. 

Once you catch it, it is fatal. 

The life you once knew is over. 

People don't look the same. 

Food doesn't taste the same. 

What you once thought was precious 

no longer has any value. 

Love monopolizes all your thoughts and actions. 
Love takes all of your time. 

Love takes all of your energy. 

Every act performed is for the sake of love. 
I wish someone would infect me... 


Isn't that insane? 

Why would I want to be in love again? 

Why would I want to care about someone else 

more than anything in the world? 

Why would I want to spend every waking moment 

thinking of how to please someone else? 

Why would I want to give my heart and soul to someone else again? 
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You know why? 

It is my nature. 

It is the nature of every living being - 
to want to love and to want to be loved. 
What gets in the way - 

the mistakes 

the imperfections 

the cheating 

and the illusions. 
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Love, 

in spite of the obstacles, 
in spite of the dangers, 
I can't live without it. 
That is why I feel like 

I am lost in the desert 
with no oasis in sight. 


That is why I feel like 
lam adrift at sea 
with no land visible on the horizon. 


That is why I feel like 
I am at the bottom of a bottomless pit 
with no way out. 


That is life without love. 

Just as I need air to breathe 

I need love to live. 

I am dying of love starvation. 


Can you see the irony? 
Love is fatal 
but so is its absence. 
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